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CAROLINE AND STEPHEN BREAK OFF DIPLOMATIC RELA- I
TIONS WITH THE CAPTAIN.

-
—

Synopsis.—Atwood Graves, New York lawyer, goes to South Dens-
boro, Cape Cod, to see Captain Ilisha Warren. Caught In a ferrific
storm while on the way, he meets Cap'n Warren by accldent and

goes with the latter to his home.

that his brother, whom he hnd not seen for elghteen years, has died

and named him as guardlan of his
and Stephen, aged nineteen.

Sylvester, head of Graves' firm.
brother's trust.
and dismay,
young Warrens and thelr father,

latter in a shady transaction,
tion for Caroline, but the

The captain tells Graves he will go to
New York and look over the sltuntion before declding whether he will
accept the trust. The captaln's arrival in New York causes consterna-
li tion among his wards and their aristocratic friends.

makes friends with James Pearson, a reporter; then he consults with

Sylvester Is pleased, but Graves expresses disgnst
Pearson calls and is surprised, for he bad known the
Caroline nsks the captain’s ald for a
servant whose father was hurt by an auto.
Malcolm Dunn had eaused the injury, and makes him help in paying
the sufferer's expenses until his death.
difference he had with Rogers Warren because he refused to help the
The captain plang & birthday celebra-
latter, who with Steve had been spending
the day with Dunns, falls to return for dinner,

The lawyer informs Cap'n Warren "

two children, Carollne aged twenty,

The captaln

The captain decided to accept his

The captain finds that

Pearson tells the captaln of a

£

CHAPTER X—~Continued.
-, |, B

At 1ast the bell rang.
sprang up, smiling, his impatience and
worry forgotten, and, pushing the but-
ler aslde, hurried to apen the door him-
gelf. He did g0, and faced not his niece
and nephew, but Pearson.

“Good evening, captain,” hailed the
young man cheerily., “Didn't expect
me, did you? I dropped in for a mo-
ment to shake hands with you and to
offer congratulations to Misg Warren,"
Then, noticing the expression on his
friend’s face, he added: “What's the
matter? Anything wrong? Am I in-
truding "

“No, no! Course not. You're as wel-
come as another egg in a poor man's
benhouse. Come right in and take off
your things. I'm glad to see you. Only

..~—well, the fact is I thought 'twas

Caroline comin’ home. She and Stevle
was to be here over two hours ago, and
1 can't imagine what's keepin' 'em.”

Fle insisted upon his visitor's remain-
ing, although the latter, when be un-
derstood the situation, was reluctant to
do so.

But a good many minutes passed,
and still they did not come. Pearson,
aware of his o 8 growlng
anxiety, chatted of the novel, of the
people at the boarding house, of any-

mpanion’

thing ar .J i thing he ¢ould think of
lilkely to divert attention from the one
fmporisnt topie. The answers he re-

Wl more brief and

colved were more g

¢ 0 Hdwards agaln
ilngly mute, at the en-
r room Captaln
which was almost

o proat Tren

“I Bucss il relnctantiy—"1
guess, Jim, there gin't any use waitin®
w nger. Sometbin’s kept 'em, and

they don't be here for . You and
I'll act dow eat—thoogh I aln't
get the appelite I cal'lated to have."

CHAPTER X!
“Carcline, | Want You."

EAREON hud dined hours before,

P but be followed his friend, res

solved to please the latter by go-

Ing throvgh the form of pretending to
eat.

They sat

Elisha,

down together
with a roen

Captaln
11 smile, pointed to

the floral centerplece.
“We won't touch the birthday cake;
Jim," be added a little later. *“She's

gut to cut thut hersell.”

The soup was only lukewarm, but
peither of them commented on the fact.
I'hie eaptain hed scareely tasted of his
wlen he paused, his spoon in alr,

“Hey?" he excluimed “Listen!
What's that? DBy the everlastin’, it is,
Here they ere ot lost!”

He sprang up with such enthusiasm
that his chair tipped backward against
the butler's devoted shins, Pearson,
almost ns much pleused, nlso rose,

Captain Dlisha pald scant attention
to the chair incldeut.

“What are you waitin' for?" he de.
manded, whirling on Edwards, who
was righting the chalr with one hand
and rubbing hils kuee with the other,
“Don't you beur 'em at the door? Let
‘em in!"

He reached the library first, his
friend following more lelsmely, Caro.
line and Stephen had Just entered,

“Well,” he cried in his quarterdeck
volce, his face beaming with relief and
delight, “you ark here, aln't you! I
begun to think— TWhy, what's the
matter?"

The question was eddresied to Ste.
phen, who stood nearest to him, The
boy did not delgn to reply. With a
contemptuous grunt he turned scorn-
fully away from his guardian,

“What s it, Caroline?' demanded
Ceptain Biisha. *“Has anything hap-
pened 7’

The girl looked coldly at him. A
pew brooch—Mrs. Corcomn Dunn's

Mirtbday gift—sparkled at her throat

Captain Rlisha |

“No accident has happened, If that is
what voo mean,” ghe sald.

“But—why, yes, that was what I
| meant. You was g0 awful late, and
you knew you said you'd be home for
dinner, so"—

“I changed my mind. Come, Steve,”

Slie turned to leave the room. Pear.
son at that moment entered it. Ste-
phen saw him first,

“What?" he cried. *Well, of all the
nerve! Look, Carol"

“Jim—Mr, Pearson I mean—ran ina
few minutes ago,” explained Captain
Elisha, bewlldered and stammering,
"He thought, of course, we'd had din-
ner—and—and—he just wanted to wish
you many happy returns, Caroline.”

Pearson had extended his hand, and a
“Good evening" was on his lips. Ste-
phen's strange behavior and languange
¢aused him to halt. He flushed, awk-
ward, surprised, Indignant.

Caroline turned and saw him. She
sturted, and her cheeks also grew erim-
gon, Then, recovering, she looked him
full in the face and deliberately and
disdalnfully turned her back.

“Come, Steve,” she said again, and
walked from the room.

Her brother hesltated, glared at Pear-
son and then stalked haughtily after
her.

Captain Elisha's bewllderment was
supreme. He stared open mouthed aft-
er his nephew and nlece mnd then
turned slowly to his friend.

“fWhat on earth, Jim?'
mered. “What's it mean?"

Fearson shrugged bis ghoulders, *I
think I know what it means,” he said.
“I presume that Mlss Warren and her
brother have learned of my tromble
with their father,”

“Her? No, you don't think that's it?*

“] think there's no doubt of it."”

“But how?

“I don't know how, What I do know
Ia that I should not have come here, I
felt it and, if you will remember, I
snid so. 1 wasa fool, Good night, cap-
m"

Hot and furlously angry at his own
Indecision which had placed him in this
humilinting situetion, he was striding
toward the hall. Captain Elisha seized
bils arm,

“Stay where you are, Jim!" he com-
manded. “If the trouble’s what you
think it is I'm more to blame than any-
body else, aud you shan't leave this
| houge till I've done my best to aguare
you"

“Thank you, but I don’t wish to be
‘squared,” I've done nothing to be
nshiamed of, and I have borne ag many
insults as I can stand. 1'm going."

“No, you zin't. Not yet. I want yon
to gtay."”

At that moment BStephen’s voice
reached them from the adjoining room.

“I tell you I shall, Caro!” it pro-
claimed flercely, “Do you suppose I'm
guing to permit that fellow to come
here ngalo—or to go until he is made to

he stam-

why? No, by gadl I'm the man of
this family, end I'll tell him a few
things."

Pearson’s jaw get grimly. x

“You may let go of my wrist, Cap
tain Warren,” he sald. “I'll stay.”

Possibly Btephen's intense desire to
prove his manliness made him self
consclous. At any rate, he never ap-
peared more ridiculously boyish than
when, an instaut later, he marched into
the library and confronted his uncle
and Pearson,

“I—1 want to say"— he began ma-
Jestically, “I want to say"—

He paused, choking, and brandished
his fist.

“1 want to say”— he began again.

“All right, Stevie” interrupted the
eapiain dryly, “then I'd eay it if I was
you, I guess it's time you aid.*

“T want to—to tell that fellow there,”
withi a vicious stab of his forefinger in

the direetion of Pearson, “that I con-

understand what we think of him and |-

glder him an—an ingrato—and &
drel—and a miserable”—
“Steady!” Captain Hlisha's
tion was sharp this time. “Si
Leave out the pet names,
you've got to tell?”
“I—my sister and I have |
what a scoundrel he is, that's
We have learned of the lies he
shout father, We kuow that he
responsible for all that emugva]f 7
gtuff in the Planet—all that s
trolley combine. Amd we dun't.
that he shall sneak intp this
again. If be was the least part
man he would never have come
“Mr. Warren"— began Pearson, step-
ping forward. The captain interrupted,
“Hold on, Jim !"” he said. “Just

nte now. You've learned hin',
you say, Stevie. The Dunns told you,
1 s'pose.”

“Never mind who told mel”

“I don’t-—much. But I guess we'd
better have a clear understandin®, all of
us. Carollne, will you come in here,
please?”

He stepped toward the door. Ste-
phen sprang in front of him.

“My gister doesn't Intend to cheapen
herself by entering that man's pres-
cnce,” he declared hotly. ‘Tl deal
with him myself.,”

“All right, But I guess she'd better
be here just the same. Caroline, I
want you.”

“S8he shan't come."

“Yes; she shall. Caroline!”

The boy would have detained him,
but he pushed him firmly aside and
walked toward the door. Before he
reached it, however, his niece appeared.

“Well,” sho gaid coldly, “what is it
you want of me?”

“l want you to hear Mr. Pearson's
side of this business—and mine before
you do anything you'll be sorry for.”

“I think I've heard quite enough of
Mr. Pearson already. Nothing he can
say or do will make me more sorry
than I am or humiliate me more than
the fact that I have treated him as a
friend.”

The icy contempt In her tone was
cutting. Pearson’s face was white,
but he spoke clearly and with dellber-
ation.

“Miss Warren,” he said, *I must in-
gist that you listen for another mo-
ment. I owe you an apology for'"—

“Apology!" broke in Stephen, with a
scornful laugh. “Apology! Well, by
gad, just hear that, Carol"

The girl's lip curled. “I do not wish
to hear your apology,” she said.

“But I wish you to hear it not for
my attitude in the trolley matter nor
for what I published {n the Planet nor
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“Well,” she said coldly, “what do you
want of me?”

for my part in the disagreement with,

yonr father, I wrote the truth and
nothing more., 1 considered it right
then—I told your father so—und I
have not changed my mind. I should
net exactly the sgme under similar eir-
cumstances."”

“You blackguard!” shonted Stephen.
Penrson ignored him utterly.

“I do owe you an apology,” he contin-
ued, “for coming here as I have done
knowing that you were ignorant of the
uffair. I belleve now that you are mis-
Informed as to the facts, but that is
Immaterial. You should have been told
of my trouble with Mr, Warren. I
should have Insisted upon it. That I
did not do so is my fault, and I apolo-
glze, but for that only. Good evening.”

He shook hlmself free from the eap-
taln’s grasp, bowed to the trio and left
the room. An instant later the outer
door closed behind him,

Caroline turned to her brother,
“Come, Steve,"” she said.

“Stay right where you are!" Captaln
Elisha did not request now, he fom-
munded, “Stevie, stand still. Caroline,
I want to talk to you."

The girl hesitated, She had never
been spoken to In that tone before.
Her pride had been already deéeply
wounded by what she had learned that
dfternoon; she was fiercely resentful,
angry and rebellious. Bhe was sure
ghe never hated any one as she did this
man who ordered her to stay and listen
to him. But—she stayed.

“Oaroline,” sald Captain Elisha, aft-
er a moment of sllence, “I presume
likely—of course I don't know for sar-
tin, but I presume lkely it's Mrs, Dunn
and that son of hers who've told you
what you think youn koow."

“It doesn't concern you who told ug "
blostered Stephen, pushing forward.
He might have been a fly buzzing on
the wall for all the attention hig uncle
paid to him.,

“I presume lkely the Dunns told
you, Caroiine,” he repented calmly.

His nlece met his gaze !tnb%

“Well," she onswered, “and If they
dld? Wasn't It necessary we shonld
know 1t? Oh,"—with a shudder of dis-
gust—*""1 wish I could make yon
stand how ashamed I feel—how
and ashamed I fael that I—1 gb
have disgraced 1oy father's me
by— Oh, but there! X ean't) ¥

and Malcolm d1d tell uS—muny
s, Thank God that we have

m to tell us the truth ™

Amen 1" quietly. “I'll say amen to
that, Caroline, any tlme. Only I want
you to be sure those you call friends
are real ones and that the truths they
tell ain't like a bait on & fishhook, put
on for bait and just thick enough to
cover the barb.”
“Do you mean to insinuate"—
screamed the firrepressible nephew,
wild at beivg so completely ignored.
His uncle again paid not the slightest
attention,
“But that ain't neither here nor there
pow,"” he went on. “Caroline, Mr. Pear-
son just told you that his coming to
this house without tellin’ you fust of
his quarrel with Bije was his fault
That aln't s0. The fault was mine al
together. He told me the whole story;
told me that he han't c¢nlled since It
happened, on that very account, And
X took the whole responsibility and ask-
ed him to come. I did! Do you know
why 1"

If he expected an answer none was
given, Caroline's lids dropped disdain.
fully. “Steve, ghe said, *let's go.”

“Stop! You'll stay here until I fin-
ish, I want to say that I dido't tell
you about the trolley fuss because I
wanted you to learn some things for
yvourself, I wanted you to know Mr,
Pearson—to find out what sort of man
he was afore you judged him. Then,
when you had known him long enough
to understand he wasn't a lar and §
blackguard, and all that Steve has call-
ed him, I was goin' to tell you the
whole truth, not a part of it. And
after that, I was goin' to let you de-
cide for yourself what to do. I'm a
lot older than you are., T've mixed
with all sorts of folks, I'm past the
stage where I can be fooled—by false
halr or goft soap. You can't pour
sweet oll over a herrin' and make me
believe it's a sardine. I know the
Pearson stock, Yve salled over a heap
of salt wanter with one of the family.
And I've kept my eyes open since I've
run acrost this particular member.
And I knew your father, too, Caroline
Warren. And I say to you now that,
knowin' Jim Pearson and Bije War-
ren—yes, and knowin' the rights and
wrongs of that trolley business quite
as well as Malcolm Dunn or anybody
else—I say to you that, although Bije
was my brother, I'll bet my life that
Jim had all the right on his side.
There! That's the truth, and no hook
underneath it. And some day you'll
realize It too.”

He had spoken with great vehemenee,
Now he took a handkerchief from his
pocket and wiped his forelead. When
he agnin looked at his niece he found
her starlog intently at him, and her
eyes blazed.

“Have you quite finished—now 7" ghe
demanded. “Steve, be quiet!”

“Why, yes; I guess so, pretty nlgh,
I s'pose there ain't much use to sny

. | move, If I was to tell you that I've

slod-te dofus Fou and Steve in this—
sume as in everything else since I took
this job—as If you were my own chils
dren you wouldn't belleve it. If 1
was to tell you, Caroline, that I'd come
to think an awful lot of you you
wouldn't belleve that either. I did hope
that since our other misunderstandin’
was cleared up and you found 1 wa'n't
what you thought I was you'd rome to
me and ask questions afore passip’
Judgment, but perhaps"—

And now she interrupted, barsting
out at him In a blast of scorn which
took his breath away.

“Oh, stop, stop!” she cried. *“Don’t
say any more. You have Insulted fa-
ther's memory and defended the man
who slandered him, Isn't that enough?
Why must yon go on to prove yourself
a greater hypocrite? We learned, thy
brother and I, today more than {he
truth concerning your friend. We
learned that you have lHed—yes, Hed—
and"—

“Steady, Caroline! Be careful. 1
wouldn't say what I might be sorry for
later.”

“Sorry, Captain Warren. You spoke
of my misjudging you. I thought I
had, and I waa gorry. Today I learned
that your attitude in that offair was a
lie lke the rest. You did not pay for
Mr, Morlarty's accident, Mr, Dunn's
money pald those bills, And you al-
lowed the family—and me—to thank
you for your generosity. Oh, l'm
ashamed to be near you!"

“There, there! Caroline, be still. I"-—

“I shall not be still, I have been
still altogether too long. You are our
guardian, We can't help that, I sup
pose. Father asked you to be that foe
some reason, but did he ask you to
live here, where you are not wanted,
to shame us before our friends, ladies
and gentlemen so far above you I
évery way, and to try to poison our
minds against them and sneer at them
when they are kind to us and even try
to be kind to you? No, he did not
Oh, I'm slek of it all—your decelt and
your hypocritical speeches and your
pretended love for us! Love! Oh, If
I conld say something that would
make you understand how thoroughly
we despise you and how your presence,
ever since you forced it upon Bteve
and me, has disgraced us! If I only
could! I-1"—

f#he had been near to tears ever sincy
Mrs, Corcoran Dunn, in the kindness
of her heart, told her the “truth” that
afternoon. But pride and indignation
had prevented her giving way. Now,
however, she broke down, '

The captain leaves the War-
rens' apartment, but refuses to
give up the guardianship which

has caused him so much trouble.
Watch for the developments In
the next installment

(T'O BE CONTINUED.)

Be good and you'll be dafly,

When we look. ifnto the Jong avenue
of the future and sce the guod thare is
for each of us to do, we retilze after
all what n besutiful thing It 1s to waork
and to live and be happy.-Stevenson.

MEALS FOR THE DAY.

In these doys of econservation of
wheat, the breakfast helps one meal
to pass with little com-
ment or a great deal of
planning. We have any
nomber  of  breénkfast
foods that will supply a
falr meal with top milk.
A good ddish of well-
cooked oatmenl with top
milk or thin cream will
bhe 4l the ¢hildren will care for, Tha
older meuibers of the family will prob-
ably like mufiing or griddle cakes with
a upful of coffee, Most deliclous,
flufly corn flour cules cun be made
by using one beaten egg, A half-teg-
apoonful of salf, & cupful of sour millc;
the richer the better, and o half-tea-
gspoonful of soda; stir In enough corn
flour to make It of the consistency
liked for cakes, The thinner they will
cook and turn well the more dellcate
is the texture of the cnke. Serve
these with maple slrup or corn sirup
and the family will ask for them again
and again,

Fried cornmeal mush I8 another
good and subsiuntinl brealfust dish
“which will stay by" untll another
meal. Bits of ment, chopped dried
fruit like dotes and figs or nuts, are
all good to add to it and Increase the
food volue of the dish.

Vegpetables, beeause of their bulk,
ure most necessary and should form
a large part of the food of the entire
family after it is out of the milk stage.
Vegetablos are vich in mineral solth
and vegetable aclds as well as the
wenderful and lttle known, growth
determinants,  “An onlon 4 day keeps
the dogtor away,” If the women who
are an ounce overweight wounld cut
out oue meal o day or eat very lightly
at lun and not gormandize ot
dinner, they wonld feel better, he hap-
pier and able to acemnplish more
worl and at the same time be dolng
something 1o help win the war by con-
gerving food. Children should not bo
stinted, as they need food for growth;
but the nvernge man or wottan might
easlly eut down the food from one-
quarter to a half and gain In phiysical
as well as mental power by so doing.

It s not well 1o serve cornmenl at
noon or nizht iff it has been served In
any form at brealkfast, unless the fam-
ily I8 especinlly fond of It

Cottage Cheese Club Sandwich.—
Toast three slices of bread on one side,
butter and ecut in halves diagonally;
sprmul thickly on the untoasted side
With''eotiige cheese fud-water esessy.
gildad dressing, and the ather half of
toast. Garnish with cress or parsiey.

For a hot wight nothing 18 so good
t& a slice or two of cucumber with «
rond  snlad dressing used as & sund-
wich filling.

ieon

Oh! mon ls ne'er contented with his
lot, the suges say;

In summer's heut we long for March,
in winter time for May,

COOKING IN CAMP.

FFor the hopsewife dependent upon
her modern equipment to ald in mak-
ing houseworls na
plepsure, the s
ple outfit of the
real camper would
find her belpless,
We necd 1o get
nway from all the
convenlences that
© make life enjoys

able to really ap-
préciute our blessings, wlile the nowvs
elty for the time being of going withs
out and using our own Ingenuity, Is a
source of pleasure,

The camp cook who can produce a
goodd meal with the background of a
hunk of bacon, a frylng pin and o
snck of meul, fg worth further nes
quaintance, He buitds his fire, mak-
ing o stove of stones;, on whieh he
places his frying pan; then with a little
sult pork or bacon soon sizsling in it
he lays in his freshly canght fish all
rolled In seasoned meal, and a crisp,
dellelous DIt satlsfies the appetite of
a  hungry camper.

Fish, fresh from the running brook,
brolled before a fire while held by two
sticks, will give the uninitiated the
taste of n savory dish which eciviliza-
tion never cun produce,

The deliclous mushrooms growing
in such abundance In the woods and
fields will make a full meal when well
prepured, One must have enough
knowledge to distingulsh the good {rom
the polsonous varieties. There is an
endless variety of good foods which
may be prepared in the woods,

A fowl or wili gonme of uny kind,
dressed and eovered with a pnste of
barley flour and water to keep in the
julces and fluvors, may be buried in
hot ashes and roasted o toothsome de-
Helonsness. Remove the paste, gnd
any £shes clinging to It will eome off
with 1t, The sensoning, of course, must
all be done before It goes Into the
ashes,

If one is not able to go for an out-
ing, ,unhampersd with welght and
ready to enjoy even the discomforts of
gimple foods prepared in the open, he
would better gtay at home, for such are
not agreeable companions, The broud-
egl, most helpful people are they who
never lose the ehlldilke enjoyment of
glmpile pleasures,
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operation. I toolk
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ENDED SHOW FOR THAT NIGHT

Midget Performers Scented Danger
When They Heard the Ringing of
Police Patrol Gong.

Two little colored bards from Newa
alley were giving a concert a Ia cnrte
before a Washington hotel, The
crowd which gathered was larger than
any that ever regarded a sonpbox ora-
tor. The hoys sang, the dimes flew,
they paused, and sang nnd danced some
more. The two kids wove In witly
lines as they went, and really made
the thing a vaudeville act. But finally
they declded it wvus about time for an
intermisslon.

“We're goin' away,” announced the
larger, who was perhaps elght years
old.

“Aw, don't do that,” admonlshed the
crowd.

“You didp't treat us right; that's
oll”

Dimes flew agnin. The hoys started
to sing. They saw that thelr audience
was growing to a capacity crowd. But
they started up on the last tune.

Somewhere out on the Hast side
some one had had an argument, or
else an automebile had tipped over,
for an ambulance was hurrying back
10, the. ¢ity hosgital, o :

The performers beard It. Up loom L4
the youngest, | o

“Um, police!” he yelled to his Ittle
partner, and the two of them scurried
as qulck as lghtning down the nearest
alley. The crowd went on to its mo-
vies—Indianapolls News,

nelng lis by . | o .

Policeman's Happy Lot.

A little Indisnapolis miss whose
mother 1s dead llves with her little
brothers and sister at the home of
her grandmother, Ber father, who ls
a physilean, lias his office and home In
another part of the clty.

Surrounded by everything that brings
happiness to the heart of n child, the
Ittle girl's thoughts often wandered to
poor daddy, who was all alone,

One day she surprised her grand-
mother with the startling remark)
“Grapdma, I wish daddy woe a police=
man."

YA polleeman, dear! Why? Daddy A
8 n physiclun, and that is o very good .
profession, you know,"

“Yes, grandma,” persisted the child,
“put If daddy was a policeman he
wouldn't be 80 lonegome.”
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as betweenPOSTUM

and other table

_ beverages

iz in favor of the

Wholesome,

Healthful
drink.

POSTUM

is all this and more.
H's most delicious.
Besides theres no
waste,and

these
are days w!

should Save.
INSTANT
POSTUM




